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dark, 'a tbra I got o 4. iff tired I took
a big aaifver o" wkiaay. I bada't tuuk
bbt a I ore. fur I waa afrerd ' the tuff,
aAer t-- aM--d a it, aa' kaowia'
t would keipae awhile aa' tbra brav

iw off. lint I rwkoaed I waa
o near gone, aa' bo close to w here I d

git be'p, 'twas time to take it Thar I
waa wrong again. The duined liquor
spurred me tip fiar mrbla an hour, an'
thou I kind o' lost track o' the time aa'
d.dn t mtib to know much aU.ul any-
thing, an' bimt-b- y 1 kerbed mrself
thiAkin it didn't make oiuih differ-rn- e

anyhow. I'd got tor die iui
time, an' I might a writ lie down
and be quick al.ut it. an' as fur the
olr man. thar wasn't much show fur
bun any how.

"I dunno bow it wast I krtched my-

self up again; but I knowed enough to
know 'twas coM an' me bciu' so tired
that done it V I sar to myself: 'Joe,
you're got to git thar fust 'n' then'a
time enough to die. I studied on it fur
a minute or two. and come to the con-
clusion t I'd got to hurt myself some-
how, so a the pain would keep in

at, staadlar by the epra Era. look inftaoteughly aaeuoifortabia.
1 as afraid you at baviag a very

dull fbriata&aa." aba aatd. coming up
laraid bim. "I am aorry w bavrat a
bouse full of young people to aaaka it
merry."

"1 am not" aaid Travera. bluntly. 1
am quite satisfied aa it U. 1 don't want
anybody but you. I bare beea waiting
all day to speak to you: but yon arm
ao occupied with that (.bominahle tar
key- --

"SotncUidy ha, to are to the dinner,"
she said, quietly, "and mother wasn't
able."

"1 want to give you something." ba
went on. awkwardly; "a little Christ-
mas gift Will you take it and wear it,
Martha? I should like to remind vow
that I shall never forget your kind

"Bos.
He spoke very clumsily, bnt he drear

from his pocket a beautiful diamond
ring, which he brld out to her.

"O Mr. Travers!" she cried, as tb
held the beautiful jewel for a moment
in her hand "You are very generous.
It ia exquia'.te. Indeed, 1 never taw

waa bora aa artist, faatidioa to a (salt,
aad ah kaw hm woald alatoat aa auoa
pick ap a raltk-vnak- e as baadle on tat

tb aowasbeddeein-n- a of the poultry-yar- d.

It w aa tan for brr to watck him.
Lvery time be gsal wear the tarkry. It
took its-I- f iff to a ha dangerous lo-

cality; and w hen. after chasing it
around and around tl enclosure, be
finally got the m-atur- e by tlie legs, it
flapped ita wings in bia faee. and be let
it go. l.j this tin Martha was
acrraiuing with laughter.

"I-e- t me catch It fir you." ahe aaid.
"No, aaid Travers, dolerminrJIy,

"I'm in for it now."
It was a w ild chase quite alnnl.

indeed. becausa it was so unnecessary;
and w lien Travers finally raptured bia
prry, .Martha bad completely lost ber
composure.

"W bat are you going to do now?" aha
asked, as he gave the gobbler a snake.

"I don't know any torture too great
for bim." aaid Travers. breathlessly.
"After all the trouble he lias caused
me, I think 1 should like to roast bim
alive!"

"And serve him with a garnish of
burned feathers. Ibi yon think yon
would really enjoy your revenge?"

'I'll. 1 shall do exactly as you told
nie," said Travers. taking up the ax.
"1 shall not allow myself the least in-

dulgence of my inclinations."
Il was some time he got the

turkey's head on the block properly.
"lhi hurry up!" cried Martha, abut-

ting her eye. "Yon make me nervous"
Almost at the same moment there

w as a dull thud, as Travers brought
the ax down vigorously; but at the
critical moment the turkey gave a fran-
tic flop, Travers let go, as usual, and
the lucky fowl escaped from under the
ax. to fly sercuming over the fence.

Martha opened her eyes, and saw a
growing pool of blood, but no turkey.
Travers w as diiwn on one knee, holding
his foot.

"th," she cried, flying to him, "you
huve cut your foot! I am so sorry! Is
it badly hurt?"

"Yes I'm afraid it's pretty nearly
cut off," said Travers.
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war tawuckt a lat farewrIL
A boot HMa WiHiaeaa rrtamrd U

raaa alone and a'.BMat bmkra do a
fatiitiK!. "I drasxrj the alriirh

air B.ntlra," he aaui, "aa' I knra
I tinlJit g4 t a. k at all if 1 didn't
lara taea r I turned. 1 trl-- l to git
Jib U--r romv bai-W- . ton. f r I don't tr-lir-

ke'H err git throuirh alie,
thouirh ! waa fmb rnoutfta hen 1

krft Inm. llul Jor'a good grit. He on'y
dim bed bia tm-t- h 'a' aaul be waa r--

Ur make tlx-- tw.l xlaj-.'e- tie cmul
gittin' thar. hf anrUtv kin.

be kin, but I rcekon tr ie km ibe last
o" tth of 'em."

Jw a Mary.
A'ler Wiiliama left me. I begnn to

feel, right away, one thing I'd itrea lrsl
mighty bail, u' that the awful
liMu linrsa o' th' wim.Ix. The Mind was
a aighin' through the big treea like it
alwaradora when they ia any wind at
a! I. an' it aounded o kind o' n.ournful
that il put all aorta o' foolish tiotiona
into nay head. 'I'eared like the ery
trrea in aorry for me. au' that n

to wake uie f.i l aorrv for uivwlf, an'
bouietiiuca I'd almoat break down an'
cry.

'I waa al iit kind o" handy aotit
reekonin' il.stams--s in the woods, au' 1

found 1 waa luakin' just alniut two
utile an hour. I could l,u" pusln-- l on
Mtme faster, but I knowcil if I did I'd
o'ny tire myself more, an' I didu't clast
to do that. 1 had plenty ' time to fig-ge- r

on the joiiriicy, au' the nighest I

could get to it waa that if 1 could bold
out I might git aoiiicw here near town
the si-- i iih.l night I know oil I couldn't
git out o' the woods iu one day's goiu',
an' they w as no use try in' to travel at
night mining the trees. .No, the days
liciu' short, 1 reckoned on aUmt twen-
ty mile the first day; then sleep till
daybreak, un then the U-s- t 1 could do
towards the other thirty miles. I
knowed I'd be in the ojicn when the
second night came on, an' if I hud luck
I might strike a trail, an' mchhc git
help somen bur. U w as close rigger-in- ',

though, an' I iniiile up my mind the
one sleep 'ml lie all I'd git. an' the sec-
ond eluy 1M have to go till 1 drnpM-d- , if
it took me way inter the night I could
steer by the stars I knew, if 1 ouce got
awuy from the tree.

"Long towards night I'm durned if
the old iniiii didn't git plumb crazy,
lie hollered an yelled an' struggled so
to got off'n the sled 't I was afraid he'd
brenk the f ast'nin's, but Andrews hail
tied him pretty close, un he didn't have
sense enough to try to untie the knots.
1 hud to tic his arms, though, an' 1 toll
ye 't was siimctliin' an fill. Thar I was.
miles an' miles away fin nnvlxi.ly but
a cray iiiiin, riskiu' my life to save bis.
un' sheered to death for four I'd be as
cr:iy ns he was in a few minutes,
a tyiu' him up to keep him f in gettiu'
away. I got bim fast, though, an' guve
him a dose o' laudanum that Andrews
hud give me for him, un' after a littlo
he cii'mcd down an' went to sloop.

'! wont ulniig till 'twus too durk to
see the wiiy uny further, un' 1 knowed
I il got to camp out. They was a g'.l
many wolves 'round, too, 'n' I hecrd
'em gittin cluster and cluster. I

warn't afeerd of 'cm 's long's 1 was
nwukc. fur I knowed how pesky cow-
ardly the critters ure. till they ketch
a feller down, but I w asskeerd for four
they'd jump oil us a'tor we'd gone to
sleep. So I built up a rousin' good
tire. Thul took time, but I made it o'
brush un" chopicd up a young tree 't I
1 found, for logs, mi inulHiut two hours
I wus reudy to turn in. Then I stripjM-i- l

un' rulilieil myself 'us well 's I could
with whisky and dressed an' wrupped
up well, 'n lay down.

"Well, 1 slept tillable sound till nigh
duy break, though I had to git up a
couple o' times 'n' feed thn lire. Theiu
blame wolves wustisiclose to bu eoipf-tabl- e.

1 c'd see 'em in the dark, kiurI.-ln- "

und yelpin' 'round, but they was
more ufcerd o' the lire 'n' 1 was o'
them.

"Soon ns 'twas light I got up 'n' bet
some coffee an' took a bile, 'n' started.
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I was goin' by the coin puss, o' course,
but I couldn't go in the durk, for not
seein' the way.

Ye may think I tulk too much 'bout
the way I felt, an' mc blie another nuin
wouldn't ha' been skeerd like I was,
but I was almost frightened to death
for those two duya. I knowed, though,
t the on'y thing to do w as to push
ahcud, 'n' 1 did. The ole man hud woke
up, an' it seemed to me like he was a
little more sensible 'n' he m the duy
lie fore, blithe lay quiet, 'n' I didn't
dure to say notliin' to him for four 't
he'd start in yellin' again. Ho didn't
though, 'n' then I got skeerd again fur
fear he was dead.

The fust thing 't give me any cour-
age wliataomcver, was alMiut durk
when I struck a trail 't I knew must
lead to Minneapolis. I reckoned 1 had
nigh twelve miles more to go, but tho
goiu' was a henp easier, tiu' 1 had some j

hope o' meetin' somebody or comin' to
a house where I could git a horse.

"As it turned out I wus plumb wrong
all round. I was on the right trail, to
lie sure, but I was moro n sixteen mile
away fin town. I reckon I'd traveled
over forty mile, but I'd lost morn'n I
thought then, by not goin' dead
straight Then, 'stead o' liuv.n' less to
fear, I'd a beup more I traveled along
pretty well for an hour or two a'tor
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HIS CIIIilSTMAS Tl'KKEY.

The Miehaps Aooompanying Mr.
Travors' Holiday Dinner.

Tlloi tiHT you
f.r '3UO' were going
Vi ,lltTiSf the first

'ii- -

Martliu
Stokes a Hid,
with a look
half shy, l.ulf
sun cy, thut
well became
her sweet,
(junker fuee.

"I stayed for
the foliage,"
M r. T r a vers
replied, setting
li i s color-bo- x

down on the
stcii. "I never

law anything like these swump maples
yf yours."

"I don't think much of the fo'.iuge iu
Novemlicr," Murtha said, plunging her
white fingers among the cranberries

lie wus picking.
"That doesn't sound very hospita-

ble," said Travers, looking rather anx-
iously at the serene fin e opposite him.
"Arc you in a hurry to have me go?"

"Not particularly."
"You don't cure one way or tho

other?"
"Thnt depends on whether you prove

yourself u help or n hindrance. I didn't
mind you all summer, because you
were ahvuys out of doors sketching;
but if you are to stuy here all winter
bothering about the house, I tuny wish
you were in tiuineu."

"I hope not." said Truvers, humbly
' I'll try to be of greut help to you, if
yon will only tell me how. Let mo
help you now."

"I'm almost through," aaid Martha,
perversely.

"Well give me something else to do.
Whnt lire you going to huve for dinner?"

"Koust turkey."
"What do you have to do with it?"

ho asked, innocently.
"I am accustomed to kill it," she said,

with a demure look. "You might
do that for me. Do you see
thnn big gobbler over in the
poultry-yiir- d -- thut one with the

out. Well, if you don't mind,
I'd like his bead chopped off. I hate
to do it myself. The sight of blood

makes me sick, und one grows
attached to the poor things. I often
wish there wus a turkey guillotine."

"Why. 1 never killed a chicken or

IT WAS A WILD CI! ASK QCITK AUSUKD.

turkey In my lifel" exclaimed Trnvcr
with dismuy.

"You are not afraid?" queried Mar-
tha, leveling her calm gray eyes at him
in surprise.

"Of courso not," said Travers, ner-
vously. "I am perfectly willing to do
it, only I don't know how."

"Why, it's the easiest thing in the
world!" suid Martha, briskly. "There's
tho wood block and there's the ax.
Cutch the turkey by the legs and lay its
bead on the block; then all you've got
to do is to chop."

Truvers hod his misgiving, but he
would not have tittered them for
worlds.

He opened tho gate of the poultry-yar- d,

whither Martha's eyes followed
Ulm with a tw.'nkle of amusement He
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WW i
wy. j xir. i Y.W men live

a in it n g more
cl r c ur y s u

tli in
till- - loiJITli Willi
K v v ry full
into thu ri'iit

"L.l inutlii'in pine
forcHtM. In one

if Alni'li I 'iirniRii'it ciiinH, in imrtlirrn
Minni'Mita. uivordluly, witp lixiilfil
In the winter of IS, fccmn fnrt.v 'f the
rmili ciimtH who make up tlu-M- - little
'otnmiiiiiti!H. They hail hottled for

Hie wuhoii in the imual fuhliimi anil
were looluntf forward with the iacU of
liili'rpst natural under the ciri'iiiu-Uttii'i'-

to a lonely Christ mii, when
the inoiiotuny of i nni life v uh lirokeu.

It in broken except in one
ay, uud thiM wait iu lu'eurdani't with

tho rule. io urcidi'iit lineiiel. In
viinc ni.vstoriiiiiN way John HuviiUon,
tho olih'st Biul hiohI expiTienecd mini
In tho "irunif," niuiiiied to slip and
fall partly under a fulling trunk mid
wan picked up m'iim'Ichh. The foreinnn.

'liurlio A in hewn, wan aouiewhatskilled
in treating ordinary limine and frac-

tures mid lie cKuiuiiied IiilMn enre-full-

expecting to iiml M'verul of Ii'in

ljine liroki-u- , but none of theui were,
and thn men thought their eonirmle

ould noon recover.
One evenin(T when Andrew had

uh ciireful un examination if the
linfiirtiinntei man as lie knew how to
make, and 1 ml liecn utile to fret Mime
few replica to li'm he said to
thn others: '"I'm ulraid it' no ue. I

1 ii li no what 1 kin do fur him. Hc'h
liurt Inside Home whores en' he scorns
V Iw fuilin' rapid. I reckon he's poiu'
tcr cash in."

There wis hilence in the little croup
lor a few moments, ami then Ji I VI-t- n

Kmkr lip. Joe wan one of the
ouiik'i'nt men in rump, licinir only

twenty-one- , tint hew aa almoht u irianL
Everybody in cuinp knew that Jim- - wan
cry much in love with HiiviiUon'a

VrireUy ihunjli tcr, Mar. and also that he
liad a vrry hlcii'liT cliunce of winning
tier, lor lie wan a rallier rccklos
jroun'su-- r ana llic elder uuia wait aus--

jiiciotis of him.
'Don't you reckon lie'd ought to be

taken to Minneii polis?" aaid Joe.
"Yen," aaid Andrew, "but I don't

Ixdievc he run pet there in time.
There'll three footu' unow on the Jrail
How, and there ain't a team In camp

" that wouldn't break down on the road."
"Well," aaid Joe, ery slowly, "if

you fellers '11 make me a litflit bled to-
night, I'll pull him down. U'b only a
little over fifty in ilea, an' 1 reckon I kin
snake it iu two daya."

"I dunno," aaid Andrew, doubtfully.
"I reckon it'a likely you c'd (fit through
If anybody could, but yer miphty like-
ly tcr break down, au' if yer do it'a all
iav with yer.'."

"I know it." replied Joe. coolly, "but
I'll riak it If I git him homo lie may
tiare a chance, an' if I don't he won't
he n. worse off n he In now."

"Yea, hut you will," aaid one of the
Other men.

"I'll take my chaiicca," aaid Joe
gain, and they all aaw he waa in
arncat.
One of the men, John Williams, of-

fered to (fo, too, but Joe declined.
"If I kin pit through at all," lie Haul,

I kin do it aione, an' there's no uie o'
snore than on tukin' the riak. I'll
'tarn in now n' frit a good Kleep an'
take an early aiarl"

Joe aturted at daybreak and John
"Williams lnsixted on gfuag a part of
the way will, him to lighten the work
in aonie degree. A they atarted every

fid:: "UllUi,

ma turkey jfui'KD orr the TAnia.

ope so fine; but I cannot take It from
Jon I cannot, indeed. My mother
would not like me to. It is too costly
a gift by fur."

"Hut I want you to tuke it. Mstlia.
Won't you take it to please me?"

"I cannot!" she suid, building it back
to him. "Hut don't misunderstand
me. You mu.st see for yourself why
It is improper for me to receive such a
Kift."

'Terniips so," he returned, ftngeriug
the ring nervously. "Hut there is a
very easy way out of that ditlieulty,
Marlhu. if if you will only give lue the
right, to give it to you."

"You ore not very explicit, Mr. Trov-
ers," she said, looking down.

"Martha," he said, seizing her hands,
"yon are a flirt, liko the rest of your
sex! You know 1 love you. 1 have
loved you from the first, and if you will
marry a mun who can neither kill nor
carve a turkey 1 will do my best to
learn."

She looked up at him. smiling.
"lloust turkey is not the only meut in

the world, Owen," she aaid. shyly. "I
eun very well do without It."

Hut she was not obliged to do that,
for Trovers has conquered hia ineffi-
ciency, and bo kills all the poultry
iu the most approved manner. And
as for curving, his wife Martha thinks
him and justly, too the daintiest car-
ver for miles around. Woman's Maga-
zine.

A LETTER TO SANTA KLAUS.
from tin1 little sick mrl In rR all forth flnr

to HAnt A KIuiih. nil leecher bi'iurd ma ail
this.

I'm coin' to wrlto to Santa
An' tills Is what I'll say:

'Cuurto niamnm'a gone away,
Wh'h two poor 'llllo clilldrou,

Thlt slssur Kit an' me,
An' Kit lives in un attic,

An' 1 I livon with she.

"Wo luiven't any stocklu's
Thet nil.' I nil old anil tnrod.

llul yon run hang some preilient
t'p on thu chimney bourd,

An' et ynu Iiuiik a dolly
For cnMilrmi wot ure goou,

Tlimt nrltn Dial It's fur slsasr
I'pon the ehlrnly wood.

"Now, Siinta. tlnnr. thlst llsaoa,
Ilnn' nive mo ilnll or sled,

1 'mil my durlln' mnniniu
To hold my uctiin' hesil.

Tho t ilio mc up, dear Santa,
An' hid mu in your puult.

An' whern U s alius Klsmus
I'll fc'el my miunniu Imck."

Mrs. il. b. I'aynn, In Detroit Kree Press.

Tim Only Vy to Account for It.
The ChriHtmusdoll had coma through

the mails from a city several hundred
miles away, und when it was taken
out of its box it was found to be in a
somewhat chaotic condition. One arm
wus gone, tho bonnet was twisted
around to one side, the curls were flat-
tened out of shape, the heud wus lent
down, a portion of tho nose was brok-
en off, the eyes were looking in differ-
ent directions, and It stood pigeon-toe- d

on its feet Little Flossie eyed It for
some moments in solemn silence and
then rummaging the box as if
searching for something else.

"What are you looking for, Flossie"
asked her mother.

"I am looking," she answered with a
kind of

expression on her.
face, "to see if she hasn't got a little
bottle of whisky somewhere in her
baggago." Chicugo Tribune.

Maid and Mistletoe.
Rhe I crossing tho parlor, the maiden fair,
Crossing tho room with unconscious sir,
Hhe hulls, but, of course, alio dons not know
She has halted under tho mlstlotoe.
Not till she's k I sued Is tho maid aware
Thut she hailed under the mistletoe there.
How many strung thlnirs In the world wo see.
How absent uiiuUoU a uialil cuu be '

Iloston Courier.

Angel Child "TTncle do you.
b'lieve in signs?" Hiuh Uncle "Some-
times, my bey. Why do ask?"
Angel Child " 'Cause mummer aaid
big curs was a sign o' generosity, but
you didn't gimme nothin for Christ
mas. "America.

Kind Uncle Jack "What kind of a
doll do von want for a thristvnni nnw- -
ent, Lucy?" Lucy (eagerly)' "Twins,
pleas, tnele. .Jack; Rut ft liolu't
Yabliingtoa
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wake, 'n' I caught my little finger
nuil in my teeth "n" bit it off. Well, I
had plenty o' pain then, und I jumped
ahead like a tired ox when you gad hits
deep.

"That lasted me fur tnebbe half an
hour, but I couldn't toll notliin' about
the time. I'd lost track n" thut entirely.
Then the cold began to iiiiinb me ugnin.
'Twus a frightful cold night, an' 1 dun-
lin how 'twas the ole mun kep' fa
free.ing to dentil.

"I'iiiiilly. 1 staggered V fell, 'n' Just
as 1 did. 'n' thought to myself 't 1

wouldn't bother to git up fur 'twun't
winh while, the ole mun spoke up. y

don't think he'd said anything afore, all
day long. Mix-,- ' he suvs, spcukin' sliurj
in' Intnl. but not hollcriu', 'Joe, hcae
the Christmus chimes!'

"I'irst I thought he wus ruvin' aguin,
but it started mc up un' I listened, an'
sure enough the church bells was

Hoys, I never knowed afore
what church liclls moan. Talk ulnnit
'gissl tidings of great joy,' thar never

i was tidings of joy came Ui nie litta
t In-i- hell brought It was Christmas
eve, an i mum i never iiiougni ol il all
day. Thar I was. within henrin' o' tho
Wlls. an' givin' out, an' I made up my
mind I'd muke another stagger, V 1

struggled up again.
"Twan't no use, though. I'd got

plumb to the end o' thu run. I plowed
along a bit, but as I knowed u'tor-wuril- s

I must ha' gone clean off my
head, fur 1 left the trail an' wandered
off somewhere, tho Lord on'y knows
where, but He must ha' tieen lookin'
out fur us, fur I kinder wandered
'round, like, till I come buck tcr the
truil ngiii, an' us luck would huve it I

come back tcr the top of a blulT. un'
stuuihlin' uhcud, knowin' notliin', I
went plumb over, druggiu' the sled
along with me.

"Wall, we tumbled square inter tho
roadway. Kf it hadn't been for the
snow we'd lioth ha' been klilcd, likely,
fur we full nigh fifty feet As 'twas I
couldn't git up, fur I was dead beut,
an' the ole man couldn't 'cause I hud n't
untied him. I wus skeenl to do it Hut
he wusn't hurt un' he lav on one side,
expeotin' to lay there un' die, when he
beerd sleigh-bells- . Hluined if a feller
didn't come ilriviu' ulong with u fust-rat- e

horse. Seems he lived out on tho
perara an' was goin' home f'm town,
but he wus u good-hcartc- d feller, an'
w hen he found out what the sittmtiou
was he turned right uwuy un' tooic us
into town liyin'. The ole mini 1 ad
sense enough left to tell hiiu ubout it
an' to tell who wo was.

"The feller drovo rights to tho olo
man's house, 'n' we founn they wus
bavin' a little Christmas party there,
nn' nut'ral enough they wus talkiu'
about tho olo mun when we como to
the door. I was thut tired I never
woke up till the next afternoon, an'
there I was in bed in the olo man's
house, with the doctor lookin' at ma.

"He hi iglicd when 1 looked 'roun an'
asked where I was, an' ho says: 'I
thought you'd lie all right, soon as
you'd hud your sleep out' An' 1 says:
'Yes, I'm all right; but how's thu ole
mun?' Then he looked mighty gruve,
an' he any: 'I can't tell yet llo's been
hurt mighty bad, but 1 reckon may be
with good nussin' he'll come 'round
mebbc. He would ha' died, though, if
he hadn't been brought home.' Then
ho shook hands-- with me an' said all
sorts o' foolish things 'Unit me bein' a
hero, 'stead o' what 1 am, a big man
with tillable strong legs an' arms. Hut
Lord blesa you! what ho said wan
notliin' to the way the women took
on, when I dressed an' went
downstairs. They hugged, me, an'
kissed me till 1 was fairly 'shamed o'
myself, an' thn ole woman says: 'Joe
1'elton. you brought mo my husband
for a Christmas gift, and I'll give you
a wife fur yourn.' Then I know.i it
were all settled, 'couse I knowcil the
olo mail wouldn't never go buck on
what she said. An' he didn't neither,
when he got stronger, as he did a'ter
a bit Ho won't never lie strong like
be was, but he's toluble well now, an'
likely to live a good many yearn.

"Well, them women mode mo talk
all the afternoon 'hont the walk down
f in camp, an' when they wanted to
know how I'd hnrt my fing--r, on I
told 'em, I'm blumcd If they uidn't cry
UU 1 felt like a fooL" Texas Sifting--j.

He was growing very white, for the
blood Miured over everything, uud in a
moment more bu foil over quite uucou-scious- .

Murtha was badly frightened, but
she knew what to do, und did it
Quick as a flush, she mude of her auroii
a ligature for the wounded lee, while
her shrill cry for help brought her
father and the hired man quickly to the
scene.

Truvers hud indeed almost severed
his foot iu twain, but the oii who
wus summoned promised to suve the
mcmlicr, if the patient would follow
his direction.

"Of course ho will do tlint!" said
Marthu, briskly. ' T'l see to it 1

have hi In in my power now. He will
have to do us I sav. There will lie no
sketching now till ufter Christmas.

"lie ought to mind you," suid the
doctor. "Yon saved his life." He
would have bled to death in a very few
minutes."

"I am afruid 1 enn't claim oliedicnee
on that score," suid Martini, regret-
fully. "If it hadn't been for nie, it
wouldn't huve liupiM-no- J in tho first
pi uce."

Travers smiled languidly, and whis-
pered: "I think I u i n a very lucky
fellow, if you ure going to tuke care of
nie!"

"And so do I." suid tho doctor,
promptly: "I always suid, Murtha,
thnt there was no one in Ahington
who could nurse like you, and I think
I should rather enjoy a month's living
on your cookery.".

Long they would let Travers
put his foot down, he hud lost his
pallor and was looking better than he
hud done before. Hut it wus not
till Christinas day thut he stood once
more liriuly on his feet and sut down
to dinner u well mini.

Mr. Stokes wus awuy tending a sick
friend, so that Truvers hud to tuko the
head of the tuble.

"You will have to curve." said
Murtha, as the Christinas turkey cume
iu, brown und bountiful under the
crow n of holly.

"Oh, mercy, cruel maid!" cried
Truvers in dismay.

"It isn't us bud as chopping off
heads," suid Marthu, encouragingly,
"You can't kill yourself."

"Hut 1 don't know howl" pleaded
poor Truvers.

"Neither do 1. And mother can't,
you know, with rheumatism in her
bunds. Never mind! Chop it up,
somehow. It will tuste just as well."

Truvers suw ho wus in for it, and
rone to Uie occasion, but not without
fear. The turkey was a splendid big one,
but he hud not the least Idea how to
get lit it. It wus easy enough sliiving
slices off the breust, but the joints
worked him up into a fever. Ilo did
not know where to find them.

"The anulomy of this fowl strikes
me us being somewhat remarkable,"
he suid, looking savagely ut a refrac-
tory drumstick which seemed to be fur-
nished with u steel lrnge.

"Thee will find the joint further
down, Friend Truvers," said Mrs.
Stokes, gently. "Don't hurry; take
thy time to it"

"Oh, yes!" suid Travers, hopefully.
"Here it is."

At the same time ho made a wild
lunge at the fowl with his knife; the
turkey slipped on thn greasy plate,
and, with remarkablu vitality, jumped
completely off the table on to the floor.

Truvers dropped his knife and fork,
and sank into a chuir, full of mortifi-
cation und ruge.

"I think I'd better let turkeys alone,"
he said, grimly. "I'm sorry, Miss Mar-
tha, but 1 didn't menu to do it"

"Never mind," she aaid, picking np
the degraded fowl and hurrying it
buck to tho kitchen. "You have cut
off enough for us on the pluto. Mother
and I both prefer white meat Shall
I help you to cranberries, Mr. Travers?"

Poor Travers had a sense of keen
discomfiture. What a fool Martha must
think him! a man fit for nothing but
painting poor duuos that wouldn't sell
at half-pric- e.

He chafed against his ownshort-oom-Ings- ,

and when Martha came into the
uttlng-roo- after dinner, the foundin the camp gripped the band ol


